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Regrets 


Author's Notes: 
| wanted to do something different-but it still turned out angst (haha) 


| decided to this with John Levén and Joey Tempest-at least it\'s somewhat different :) 


Looking back, John would often wish that he'd said something to Joey. He would sit in the dark, with a glass of 
wine, and reflect on what could've happened. Joey had asked him to stay behind, so they could ring in the 
millennium - but John had refused, wanting to go home to his family. 


Maybe if he'd stayed behind and joined in the celebrations, he wouldn't be here on his own right now. He wished 
that he had stuck around and had a drink with Joey and the bana. 


John remembered back to the small wedding that took place in the autumn of 2000. The wedding of Joey to 
Lisa. Envy prickled at John as he thought about that day. He hadn't attended - something had come up, but 


he'd seen the pictures whenever he was at Joey's house. 


John didn't hate Lisa, oh no, he couldn't. Yet he couldn't help that slight jealous feeling whenever she was 
around. Especially when her and Joey displayed their love. 


John looked down at the glass in his hand and swished the wine around. He watched it as it sloshed like a 
whirlpool. Red as blood. 


"Well, it's too late now." he thought as he took a sip from the glass. 


Joey looked down at the cars on the road and sighed loudly. Pulling the curtains of the hotel room shut, he 
turned and made his way over to the large bed, where his wife was sleeping. He smiled as he watched her. Lisa 


was his everything. Joey was completely devoted to her and their son. He'd never regretted marrying her. 


Yet, he longed for another one. He longed to wake up next to a certain bassist with soft dark hair and warm 
brown eyes. Joey had gone through many problems - some he had learned to live with, yet he'd never come 
to terms with this problem. 


Joey loved being on stage with John, he felt alive and he longed for that jolt of electricity that shot through 
his body, whenever John sent a look his way. He loved the way John's face would screw up in concentration 


and the cheeky grin he'd often send his way. 


Joey's love for his bassist had gone passed a simple crush. Now it was an obsession, an empty longing to taste 


those pink lips and run his hands over John's toned body. But he knew it could never be. 


"Someday, the pain will drain away. Someday, everything will fall into place." Joey whispered to no-one and 


crawled into bed next to Lisa. He took one last look at her, before turning off the light. 


The last thing he saw as he fell asleep was the soft brown eyes of John his bassist, his friend, his one true 


love. 


